Sonettes.                        9;

?Ccufe not God, yf fancie fond,
do moue thy foolyfli brayne,
3 To wayle for loue, for thou thy felfe,
art caufe of all thy payne.

C Finis.

Lynes fhall tell the Gryefe
that I by Loue fuftayne.
I burne, I flame, I faynt, I fryfe,
of Hell I feele the payne,

C Of the vnfortunate ckoyfe
of his Valentyne.

iSp He Paynes that all the Furyes fell
jjk      can call from Lymbo lake,
vS^Eche Torment of thofe Hellilh brains

wher crawleth mani a fnake,
Eche mifchiefe that therin doth lye

eche fmart that may be founde,
Flye from thofe feendifh clawes a whyle

with flames breake vp the grounde,
Lyght here vpon this curfed hand,

make here your dwellyng place,
And plague the part, yat durfl prefume

his Mayfter to difgrace.
Which thruft amonge a nombre of:

fo many princely names,
And wher thy Maiftres had her place

arnongfl the chiefeft Dames,
Durfte thus prefume to leue her there

and drawe a flraunger wyght,
And by thyne owoe vnhappy draught

torment my pauled Spryght.
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